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straight to her room. The stair was flooded with
moonlight.

She lit the candles and, with one raised in
her hand, went over to see that Adam was sleep-
ing. With his cheek on his hand, his mouth a
little open, he looked so entirely hers and hers
alone that she gave a little gasp of happiness,
put down the candle and sat on the bed-edge
gazing at him.

She blew out the candle, drew back the curtain
and let the moonlight spread a pool of liquid
shadow about the carpet. She did not feel
sleepy. She was immensely content. She sat
at the window looking at the frosted slope of
Skiddaw, the friend of her life.

She was thus idly watching and had listened
to the clocks tell the half-hour when, muffled
by the window but sharp on the frosted road,
she heard the hoofs of a horse. She bent for-
ward and saw, to her amazement, the horse stop
at the gate and a heavily-cloaked rider, whom she
quickly knew to be Francis, dismount. Francis!
Here! Now! She stood up, her hand at her
heart. Something told her at once that there
was trouble. She saw him open the gate and
lead the horse round to the stable.

Driven by some instinct, unreasoning but
imperative, she softly went from her room on to
the landing, and, as she did so, at the same
moment Jennifer's door opened and she appeared,
in her nightdress, her ringlets about her shoulders,
a candle in her hand, and on her feet her silver
slippers.